





























Reviews: November 1977 


“Stephen.” Set 2 wraps up with a great “Around.” A rare 
and moving “Terrapin” encore closes out another classic 
1977 show. Since good quality tapes exist, check this 


show out. 


NIGEL MOUNCEY 





RE 11/4/77 He 


Cotterell Gym, Colgate University, 
Hamilton, New York 







Set 1: Bertha > Good Lovin’, Brown-Eyed 
Women, Cassidy, It Must Have Been the 
Roses, Sunrise, New Minglewood Blues, 
Dupree’s Diamond Blues, Let It Grow 

Set 2: Band Intro by Phil Lesh > Samson 
and Delilah > Cold Rain and Snow, Playing 
in the Band > Eyes of the World > Estimated 
Prophet > The Other One > Drums > Iko 
Iko > Stella Blue > Playing in the Band 
reprise 

Encore: Johnny B. Goode 












1. Source: AUD, Quality: B+, Length: 2:40 

2. Source: SBD, Quality: A/C+, Length: 2:40 (sec- 
ond set runs fast) 

3. Source: FM-SBD (KFOG DHH), Quality: A+, 
Length: 0:20 (“Let It Grow,” “Cold Rain and Snow”) 

Highlights: Brown-Eyed Women, Let It Grow, Play- 
ing through Playing reprise 


This is a special show because the Dead were actually the 
Homecoming dance band for Colgate this year. I tip my 
hat to whoever pulled this off! While listening to these 
tapes it’s interesting to picture all the kids decked out in 
their finest and dancing to . . . the Dead. Pretty cool. 

Unsurprisingly, the band plays a healthy dose of 
danceable numbers in the first set. The crowd is way 
into it. Also, in between most songs, Garcia and Weir 
fiddle around with various lounge tunes. “Bertha” > 
“Good Lovin’” is fast, furious, and damn near reckless. 
Weir follows it by telling the crowd: “Thank you. 
Happy Homecoming!” “Brown-Eyed Women” left me 
speechless! You know the short cartoon “Godzilla 
Meets Bambi”? 

“Cassidy” also has extra petrol despite a rocky land- 
ing from the jam. “Roses” even has a very swift pace; this 
time, though, it robs the song of any emotional penetra- 
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tion. Donna keeps “Sunrise” slow and sings it very well. 
“Minglewood,” of course, is bone-crunching. “Dupree’s” 
is sung wistfully by Garcia, his voice full of mischief and 
levity. The set closes with a phenomenal “Let It Grow.” 
The band finds its groove here, shaking off any confusion 
over how to connect with this unusual Homecoming 
crowd. The second jam almost departs from the song 
entirely as Garcia pushes the band into strange, wonder- 
filled spaces. All in all, an exceptional version. The confi- 
dence found here sets the stage for the band to just relax 
and do what it does (whatever the heck that is!). The sec- 
ond set proves this. 

Naturally, though, it opens with an equipment 
breakdown. Weir informs the antsy crowd: “In case 
you’re wonderin’—something doesn’t work; were 
gonna try an’ make it work.” And then Phil takes this 
opportunity to introduce—the Jones Gang! He contin- 
ues: “On keyboards we have Keith Jones! On EEE-lec- 
tric guitar . . . Jerry Jones! On drums: Julius P. Jones. In 
center stage, ladies and gentlemen, a star whose name 
has gone beyond him—even unto the farthest galaxies 
[he makes a shuddering howl]: Bob Jones!! And on 
drums—actually I’m Phil Jones, and that’s Mick Jones. 
And now I'd like to introduce all the other Joneses; 
would you all come up here [they apparently do]?” Phil 
then proceeds to introduce the roadies, crew members, 
etc., much to the merriment of all. 

OK. Enough. The band suddenly leaps into a 
snarling “Samson.” Before Weir can do those tedious 
reprises (“If I had my way” . . . zzzzzzz), Garcia quickly 
slips in “Cold Rain.” This song also smokes as the band 
gracefully handle all the peaks and valleys it contains as 
if it was a regular in their repertoire; in fact, it wasn’t. 
The previous performance was on September 28, 1976, 
in Syracuse. “Playing” comes charging out next, confi- 
dent and bubbly. Weir sings it with the authority of a 
captain barking orders on deck. 

As the jam begins, Garcia lays way back at first, let- 
ting the others fill the spaces, which they do in spooky 
fashion (time to wig out the Homecoming King and 
Queen). Garcia eventually comes in slyly, uncoiling like a 
snake from a basket. The music tilts left and right, low in 
altitude, but with a keenly focused intensity. Lesh is feel- 
ing sneaky, lurking here and there, unpredictable in his 
movements. Several times the musical dam threatens to 
burst, but everyone stays firm. One notices suddenly that 
a calm, introspective mood has settled in. It’s only creepy 
in that it’s different from our normal state of conscious- 
ness. And yet how familiar it feels, too. Ponder that. 

Once this place has been established, the band knows it’s 





done its job; so Garcia then decides to get down with 
some serious bridge-building. He picks up the pace, 
waves good-bye, and starts going higher and higher with 
his notes, soaring until he reaches a plateau; the band 
hangs there with him in midair, batting its wings furi- 
ously so as not to fall. And then, as everyone arches one 
more time to go just a bit higher—the music simply gor- 
geous as six become one—Garcia roars vivaciously into 
the opening strums of “Eyes.” Priceless Dead. 

A very long intro features some superlative interplay 
between Garcia and Weir. The band is skating effort- 
lessly now. The second jam in “Eyes” is five minutes of 
more pure inspiration. It begins with a shimmering lead 
by Garcia. He then abandons this and goes full force 
into a strumming storm. The band—especially Weir 
who is all over it—responds quickly and everyone goes 
bonkers. Garcia returns to some picking, taming the 
beast a bit, but then goes back for some more vivid 
power-chord strumming until the whole gymnasium is 
ignited, roaring their approval back at the band—which 
takes this energy, stirs it, and then elevates the music yet 
another notch! Breathtaking Dead. 

The transition into “Estimated” brings a strong 
reaction from the crowd; Terrapin Station was in the 
stores, and this was their single. Garcia wails on the 
wah-wah, demolishing the studio version . . . for fun. 
Lesh nearly solos at the end before Garcia steps in 
(“Hey Phil—you weren’t, uh, serious, were you?”). The 
road following “Estimated” feels like the “Playing” 
jam—only darker, moodier. Garcia adroitly leads the 
band into “The Other One” suddenly—as if remember- 
ing an urgent appointment. Lesh does his job with an 
ample intro and off they go. 

This version bolts forward like a racing fire truck, 
complete with Keith’s piano sounding very much like a 
warning bell ringing. They nearly lose control in a blaz- 
ing ensemble jam that—unfortunately—ends after only 
one verse. After a sixty-minute pre-“Drums,” Keith and 
the guitarists need to pee (among other things). The 
“Drums” is very short, though, and serves primarily as 
a rousing bridge into the very rare (at the time) “Iko 
Iko.” The crowd claps along, thinking “Not Fade 
Away”—and then stops when Garcia starts singing 
those bayou lyrics. Huh? “Iko” is very lazy, though not 
without some charm. Fortunately, it soon fades beauti- 
fully into “Stella Blue.” Dull Dead. 

This version is so endearing to me because Garcia’s 
voice melts my heart. He sings every line (despite a flub) 
with unshakable conviction, nailing that melancholic 
existential angst hidden within the simplicity of the 
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song’s lyrics. Hunter would be proud. Garcia closes the 
song by crooning mournfully, “Stella Blue-oo0-o00- 
oo0”—and then, holding the note to a whisper, his voice 
some-how reappears ever so sweetly to “o00-000-000- 
OOOOOO0OCO!” My eyes water every time I hear it. 
He then triumphantly helms the jam with the same feel- 
ing, the same splendor, piercing his notes exquisitely as 
the band marches proudly beside him. Touching Dead. 

“Stella” fades quietly into a spacey “Playing” jam. 
The band shows great patience as it descends into a near 
halt before Garcia ties the musical knot and they 
explode into the “Playing” reprise to end the show. 
Bravo! Bravo! 

The feisty encore is “Johnny B. Goode,” which sends 
everyone home with a wiggle. Weir tells the crowd before 
the song, “Here’s hoping ya’ll have a happy Homecom- 
ing!” How could they not? 

MICHAEL M. GETZ 


X% 11/5/77 He 


Community War Memorial, Rochester, 
New York 








Set 1: New Minglewood Blues, Mississippi 
Half-Step, Looks like Rain, Dire Wolf, 
Mama Tried > Big River, Candyman, Jack 
Straw, Deal 

Set 2: Phil Solo > Eyes of the World > Phil 
Solo > Samson and Delilah, It Must Have 
Been the Roses, Estimated Prophet > He’s 
Gone > Phil/Drums > The Other One > 
Black Peter > Sugar Magnolia 
Encore: One More Saturday Night 











1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 2:45 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A-, Length: 2:45 

Highlights: Mississippi Half-Step, Jack Straw, Deal, 
Phil Solo > Eyes of the World, The Other One, Sugar 
Magnolia 


Phil Lesh’s mood for this show and the night before will 
certainly remind us of his other two bold exhibitions: 
4/18 and 4/19/82 (see the reviews). The night before at 
Colgate he goofed off introducing the band and crew, 
even showing a little flair for comedy. Here in Rochester 
he plays three solos, if you count the one after “Eyes” — 
but really he solos all night long; it’s only official when 








